Paris, 7 May
has got into me this morning? This sudden desire to write
anything whatever in this notebook. . . . Simply the night was a bit
better. The preceding nights, atrocious. I should like to slip away
among the Negroes; find a place where I could smile in freedom. The
season is too advanced, I fear, for Morocco or Dakar. I deemed it rea-
sonable not to give myself leave until after having finished my book.
(Everything most absurd that I have done in life has always been
done in the name of "reason.") And then I dared not get too far away
from Cuverville. I took Retouchesx to the N.R.F. last Tuesday. The
week has only three work-days because of the Feast of the Ascension.
Now I shall have to await the proofs. . . .
Yesterday evening I knocked about wildly from Clichy to Rgalle,
then from Pigalle to Clichy, not making up my mind to dine before
nine o'clock; then starting out again in pursuit of adventure, of pleas-
ure, of surprise, and finding nothing but dullness, banality, and ugli-
ness. Took the metro to get home; done in; but I was counting on
fatigue to assure me a passable night; and, altogether, I succeeded.
I had taken along Ecuador, which, after the exquisite quality of
La Nuit remue, disappointed me.2 Michaux was still groping there;
now he writes with assurance; every word carries. But I did well to
continue: from p. 127 onward it is much better (the voyage in a na-
tive canoe). Here and there, excellent.
What else did I want to say? Everything, now, seems to me a repe-
tition, . . . And that preface to Thomas Mann's Letter that I promised
to write!3 . . . Ah! I should like to shout TPax" and step out of the
game. My work-table (if I may use the expression) is not more en-
cumbered than my brain. I should have held to my ethical system; it
was good; but receptivity was a part of it; and now everything is upset
to such a point, overturned and mixed up, that I haven't the heart for
the task of putting everything back in place, and that, and that too.
We are entering a new era, that of confusion.
Went to meet Elisabeth Herbart at the Gare Saint-Lazare (back
1  Retouches & mon Retour de W.R.S.S. (Afterthoughts on the C7.S.S.R.),
which came out in 1937.
2  Both Ecuador and Night Stirs are by the poet Henri Michaux.
3  Thomas Mann's letter in reply to the Dean of the Faculty of Philoso-
phy of the University of Bonn, which had withdrawn his honorary degree,
was published in French in 1937 with other essays under the title, Aver-
tissement & I'Europe (Warning to Europe), prefaced by Gide; and in Eng-
lish (also 1937) as An Exchange of Letters.